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QUATRAIN 

Drink  to  the  glory  of  the  unforeseen; 
We  stand,  we  stood  where  past  and  future  met; 
Nor  drag  the  ghosts  of  dead  men  in  between. 
The  past  is  gone,  the  future  is  not  yet. 
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DESTINY 


Into  the  hollow  of  night  is  cast 
A  blazing  meteor  from  the  past. 
A  moment,  quivering  on  the  brink, 
Then  off — in  blinding  light  to  sink. 

It  flaming  came  and  flaming  went, 
And  like  an  arc  in  shape  it  bent. 
From  darkness  come  to  darkness  gone, 
It  winged  its  way  from  dawn  to  dawn. 

Through  space  it  whirled  with  speed  increased. 
And  now  that  star,  its  passage  ceased, 
Has 't  struck  the  end  of  endless  space, 
And  has  it  there  been  given  a  place? 
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QUATRAIN 

Tick-tock,  tick-tock;  dead  minutes,  dead  hours. 
The  spring,  the  fall;  live  seeds,  dead  flowers. 
A  man,  a  crowd;  live  seeds,  a  hearse: 
Some  say,  "a  blessing,"  some,  "a  curse." 


DAWN 


Come,  my  brothers,  awake! 
The  larks  begin  to  soar, 
The  stars  have  left  the  lake, 
The  prows  have  struck  the  shore. 
The  light  is  here  for  you; 
Arise,  and  sleep  no  more. 
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TO  JESUS  CHRIST 

An  Acrostic 


Just  were  His  acts  of  love;  His  words  were  true; 
Endless  compassion  flowed  His  Spirit  through. 
Sacred  He  held  the  soul  of  man;  unbound, 
Unconquered  souls  He  sought,  but  few  He  found. 
Scoffed  at  and  cursed,  an  outcast  on  the  way, 
Calmly  He  spoke — those  words  turned  night  to  day. 
He  comes  with  sad  brow  bent — oft  has  He  come — 
Resolved  to  die  that  Truth  might  not  be  dumb. 
Incarnate  nobleness,  oh  fearless  soul, 
Serene  before  the  hooting  rabble's  cries, 
Tortured  upon  the  cross  again  He  dies. 
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SONNET 


Low  hanging  moon  and  silver  bordered  night, 
Still  air,  soft  light,  a  silvered  strip  of  blue, 
Dark  seaweed  wet  with  ocean's  lingering  dew. 
Tall  crags  behind  blunt  bluffs,  where  each  bold  height 
Seems  like  some  Titan  missile  stopped  in  flight — 
O  cracked,  chaotic  peaks — Oh  peerless  view — 
Below,  surf-beaten  bowlders  bursting  through 
Gruff  rumbling  breakers  and  spent  wavelets  white. 

No  sermon-mongering  moralist  need  tell 

Me  here  upon  this  scene  to  moralize. 

There  greatest  goodness  is  where  beauty  lies; 

And  if  it  be  but  beautiful,  'tis  well 

To  Soul's  unfathomed  sad  eternity — 

Dawn  hush  and  morning  star,  calm  air,  still  sea. 
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A  LOVE  SONG 


I  will  build  thee  a  bower,  my  Love,  my  Love, 
I  will  build  thee  a  bower,  my  Love. 
And  the  petals  of  flowers  there  shall  lie, 
And  the  down  of  the  cooing  dove. 

At  the  edge  of  the  lake,  at  the  edge  of  the  wood 
I  will  build  thee  a  floral  cover, 
Where  the  honey-bees  come  with  their  laziest  hum 
To  be  for  the  rose  a  lover. 

And  the  birds  shall  sing  in  the  blooms  above 
Their  warbles  and  notes  and  trills, 
Where  I  shall  build  thee  a  bower,  my  Love, 
At  the  lake's  edge  under  the  hills. 

The  bubbling  spring  where  the  brook  begins, 
Running  to  the  waters  wild, 

Where  the  lake-lily  grows  and  the  west  wind  blows, 
Shall  be  like  the  laugh  of  a  child. 

Where  the  twilight  falls  with  a  softer  hush, 
When  the  lingering  daylight  dies, 
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Where  the  lover  dreams  when  the  moonlight  gleams 
And  the  flickering  glow  worm  flies, 

With  only  the  wind  and  the  sound  of  the  waters, 
Night  music  that  soothes  and  thrills, 
Where  only  the  deer  and  the  dove  gaze  on  us 
At  the  lake's  edge  under  the  hills, 

I  shall  build  thee  a  bower  my  Love,  my  Love, 
And  hang  it  with  garlands  gay. 
We  shall  lie  on  a  couch  of  Tyrian  silk, 
A-loving  the  hours  away. 
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DEEP  MIRRORS 


I  look  into  your  soul  and  see  my  own 

Far  mirrored  in  your  depths  of  purity, 

Like  some  sad  poet,  when  his  wild  oats  are  sown, 

Returns  to  nature  seeking  liberty 

Oft  gazes  where,  in  clearest  waters  shown, 

His  visage  gives  a  hope  of  things  to  be. 


ELIZABETH 


I  see  you  in  the  sunset's  glow 
And  in  the  streamlet's  sparkling  flow. 
Your  voice  is  in  the  wild  birds'  throats 
And  on  the  woodland  echo  floats 
Like  elfin  chimes,  far,  far  away, 
That  muster  fairy-folk  to  pray. 
When  stars  illumine  brooding  night, 
When  shines  serene  the  lunar  light, 
A  whisper  through  the  tree-tops  sighs 
A  word  that  strikes  across  the  skies — 
With  each  sweet  universal  breath, 
Elizabeth!  Elizabeth! 
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LOVE  SONNETS 
I 

0  Muse,  if  ever  thou  didst  give  the  power 
To  put  the  world  within  a  sonnet's  space; 

If  ever  mellowed  measures  fraught  with  grace 

Lingered  on  thy  lips  in  matchless  hour; 

If  ever  thy  munificence  did  shower 

The  light  of  concentrated  Truth,  or  trace 

The  intellectual  beauty  of  a  face, 

Come,  be  my  aid  in  this  most  needful  hour. 

Of  one  who  dwells  in  a  diviner  clime, 
Who  treads  a  magic  sphere  upon  the  stage, 
Nor  fearful,  waits  for  vulgar  place  or  time, 
But  who  within  herself  can  all  things  gage, 

1  sing — for  her  my  verse,  my  song,  my  rime, 
That  she  may  live  upon  the  immortal  page. 


II 


O  sweet  influence,  let  not  thy  power 
Betray  my  sinking  sense  with  too  much  joy, 
But  let  thy  dulcet  music's  rainbow  shower 
(That  must  have  soothed  within  that  wretched  Troy 
The  queen  of  Atreus — she,  most  wretched  of 
Them  all,  though  loving  most)  fall  gently  here 
To  wash  the  too-much-sweetness  from  my  love, 
That  I  may  humbly  know  the  deep-drawn  tear. 

Oh  sing  to  me,  my  love,  oh  sing  to  me. 

My  heart  is  sad  and  I  would  hear  a  strain 

Of  music,  tender,  sweet;  let  sadness  be, 

But  temper  it  that  it  shall  not  be  pain. 

For  deep  sweetness  is  fraught  with  sadness  strange, 

And  in  deep  sadness  sweetness  found  to  range. 
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Ill 


The  moon  has  risen.    Why  does  she  rise  so 
With  humble  majesty  so  eloquent, 
As  if  by  Love  admonished  she  would  bow 
In  silent  awe  before  the  Earth,  who  spent 
Her  tender  light  upon  his  rough-scarred  breast? 
The  sun  is  gone,  but  his  last  gleam  has  clung 
Fast  to  the  edge  of  night;  upon  the  crest 
Of  magic  light  and  dark  the  stars  are  hung 

Like  candles  that  the  Russian  peasant  keeps 
Before  his  icon,  worshipping  with  light 
Amid  the  darkness,  if  he  wakes  or  sleeps; 
And  so  the  congregated  host  of  night 
Before  their  icon  in  adoration  of 
One  thing  so  beautiful  as  you,  my  Love. 
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IV 


TO  THE  MUSE 

From  soft  stern  lips  I've  tasted  loves  and  wars. 
Loud  in  the  battle  song  thy  voice  has  rung, 
While  round  thy  brows  the  rolling  fire  mists  clung, 
Like  powdered  lightning  or  the  breath  of  Mars. 
And  in  the  glory  of  the  dawn,  when  bars 
Of  sunlight,  like  triumphal  arches  hung 
Above  the  Appian  way  of  night,  are  swung 
Across  the  moon-trod  path  of  white-blanched  stars. 

I've  heard  thy  lordly  lyricking  of  fame, 

Or  some  far  sphere  where  life  and  love  are  one, 

But  never  in  thy  lilting  trilled  the  name 

Of  her  whose  music-making  soul  should  run 

Swift  to  thy  side  thy  lyric  love  to  claim. 

Her  name,  Thou  know'st  it  not  and  'twill  be  done. 
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V 


O  Music,  mingle  with  the  moving  thought 
And  let  the  motion  of  the  mood  and  mind 
Sweep  on  in  rhythmic  unison  combined; 
For  there  is  beauty  on  the  earth.    I  caught 
A  glimpse  of  the  divinity  I  sought — 
That  star-transcending  beauty  that  can  bind 
The  soul's  far  surgings,  real  though  undefined, 
To  nature's  mould  so  delicately  wrought. 

The  sun  sent  down  his  morning  rays  to  make 
Thy  hair;  the  moon  her  tender  hue  has  given 
To  pale  upon  thy  bosom;  some  twin-born  lake, 
In  clearest  depths  reflecting  the  blue  heaven, 
Mirrored  thine  eyes;  but  who  has  given  thee  thought 
Deep-souled?    For  that  my  art  avails  me  not. 


-■4  23 


VI 


Compared  to  this  immeasurable  hour 

What  to  me  is  the  immortality 

That  men  have  argued  into  dust?    What  power 

Has  argument  or  creed  to  make  us  see 

A  light  beyond  the  tomb?    What  matter  they 

When  beauty  passed  so  near  and  breathed  on  us 

One  hour's  eternal  fulness  on  her  way — 

So  like  a  God  in  glory  rising  thus? 

We  felt  the  splendor  of  Eternity, 
Nirvana's  bliss,  Olympus'  nectar  red — 
Drink  deep,  nor  fear  the  dust,  for  this  will  be 
Our  fiery  pillar,  if  our  Souls  must  tread 
The  night.    With  winged  feet  the  moment  flies, 
Returning  here,  eternally  to  rise. 


VII 


If  you  would  feel  a  love  in  Friendship  rise 
As  mountain  streams  beneath  the  winter  snow 
Are  loosed  by  spring  to  richest  overflow; 
If  you  would  read  a  soul  in  loving  eyes, 
As  on  the  depths  of  starlit  ocean  lies 
The  night  enmirrored  with  each  sparkling  glow, 
Hold  sacred  what  was  beautiful  to  know, 
If  that  were  but  a  moment's  faint  surmise. 

A  vision,  not  a  dream  of  loveliness 
With  music  in  her  voice  and  laughter  in 
Her  eyes,  smiling  had  stopped  with  us  to  bless. 
That  blessing  gave  the  power,  if  we  would  spin 
A  thread  of  gentle  thoughts,  to  call  her  here 
Again  without  the  losing  of  a  tear. 


VIII 


You  speak  of  lovely  places  you  would  see: 
Of  splendors  long  entombed  beside  the  Nile, 
Of  palmy  groves  on  some  Aegean  isle, 
Of  Grecian  glory  and  fair  Italy 
And  Spain,  where  the  Alhambra's  majesty 
With  thinking  on  the  past  might  well  beguile 
And  sun-filled  Gascony  in  ancient  style. 
Your  wishes,  Sweet,  are  beautiful  to  me; 

But  linger  here  a  moment  with  your  hand 
In  mine  and  in  our  love  behold  a  scene 
Far  lovelier  than  in  any  foreign  land 
Your  wandering,  reaper  soul  could  ever  glean 
For  in  ourselves,  my  dear  companion,  lie 
The  beauties  that  we  see  in  earth  or  sky. 


IX 

Whatever  wells  of  life  within  us  lie, 

As  crystals  in  the  heart  of  nature  set; 

Whatever  beauties  of  the  earth  or  sky 

We  hunt,  and  snare  within  our  Psyche's  net; 

Whatever  moving  music  may  bestir, 

Or  poetry,  promising  a  glimpse  of  truth, 

Let  our  diviner  senses  well  prefer 

With  quick  responses  from  our  married  youth. 

Preferring  thus,  and  choosing  but  the  best — 
Poetic  themes  and  music's  nobler  strain 
With  love  and  freest  camaraderie  blest — 
Our  married  youth  as  young  may  still  remain, 
When  over  snow-topped  hills  the  golden  west 
Is  glowing;  and  the  end  be  joyous  pain. 


X 

Again  the  blackness  of  the  night  grows  pale, 

And  Dawn  comes  tripping  like  a  bridal  queen; 

The  matin  song  of  birds  from  foliage  green 

Her  nuptial  music,  rosy  haze  her  veil. 

Then  morn  and  noon  and  dusk,  when  light  shall  faih 

A  starless,  dreamless  night  may  intervene; 

Or  jewelled  stars  or  silver  moon  between 

The  dusk  and  dawn,  another  dawn  to  hail. 

Our  Love  is  at  the  dawn;  our  faith  is  strong. 
Then  morn  shall  come  and  noon  and  twilight  pale, 
When,  pouring  through  nocturnal  fogs  of  death 
We  lose  ourselves — and  shall  it  be  for  long 
Through  starless  ages,  dreamless  eons  to  sail? 
But  long  or  brief,  I'll  love  you  after  death. 
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XI 


Soft  lights  of  unforgetable  thoughts  that  glow 
Within  my  soul  like  altar  fires  lit 
By  worshippers  who  in  deep  silence  sit — 
Expectant,  awed,  the  miracle  to  know — 
Has  turned  this  world  of  goings  to  and  fro 
Into  a  holy  place,  where  beauties  knit 
Deep  soul  to  soul  with  freest  joyance,  fit 
For  gods,  if  we  but  to  our  soul-depths  go. 

Sweet  moments,  memorable  and  dear,  I  ask 

You  not  to  linger  as  the  world  in  vain 

Would  do.    Fair,  fleeting  phantoms,  go;  your  task 

For  me  is  done, — and  you  will  come  again. 

They  pass,  child,  but  their  magic  cannot  end: 

Hold  it  sacred,  keep  it  holy,  Friend. 


XII 


I  walk  through  silence  of  the  rustic  night; 

No  clanking  pavement  echoes  at  my  tread. 

A  pasture's  friendly  turf,  where  flowers  are  spread 

Within  the  misty  moonlight  gleaming  bright, 

Now  answers  to  my  feet.    The  fire-fly's  flight 

I  trace,  glimmering  over  the  lily-bed, 

Or  flickering  over  roses  white  and  red. 

Sweet  plants  of  joy!  Fair  race  of  perfumed  light  I 

Soft  nature's  noiseless  summer  nocturne  thrills 
The  earth  and  sky,  but  fills  my  heart  not  quite. 
A  whispered  longing  murmurs  from  the  hills. 
"What  a  poor  thing  is  man  alone,"  the  night 
Replies,  and  I,  "I  need  thy  soul  my  soul 
To  fill,  for  without  thee  is  nothing  whole." 
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XIII 


Much  like  some  soothing  spectre  from  the  shades 
The  wind  of  March  blows  on  my  face  to-night. 
Sadly  it  breathes  on  me  a  cold  caress. 

How  many  valleys,  hills,  or  grassless  glades 
Have  felt  the  kisses  of  that  wandering  flight, 
Endued  with  melancholy  loveliness, 

I  cannot  tell,  but  this  I'm  certain  of: 

The  wind  has  kissed  what  it  has  kissed  and  so 

Have  I  and,  as  the  wind,  without  regret. 

So  be  they  few  or  be  they  many,  Love, 

I've  smiled  as  I've  caressed,  nor  feared  to  know 

That  soon  or  late  perhaps  we  should  forget. 

If  such  should  be  the  fate  of  this  fair  blossom, 
Remember,  winds  of  spring  have  stirred  our  bosom. 


SONNET  TO  SLEEP 


Oh  Sleep,  thou  gentle  mistress  of  the  night, 
Why  dost  thou  leave  the  couch  whereon  I  lie, 
Awaiting  thee.    Before  my  dreamless  sight 
Thy  fleeting  form  passes,  but  stays  not  nigh. 
Oh  vision  beautiful  and  breathing  light, 
Exhaling  perfumes  with  each  happy  sigh, 
Thy  softly  heaving  bosom,  full  and  white, 
Allures;  there  let  me  lay  my  head  and  die. 

And  what  more  graceful  slipping  into  death 
Could  man's  tumultuous,  life-torn  heart  desire 
Than  pillowed  there,  inhaling  nectar  breath, 
Lips  pressed  to  lips  in  Love's  eternal  fire — 
And  thus,  oh  thus,  voluptuous  maid,  soft  Sleep, 
Steep  me  in  Lethe's  most  oblivious  deep. 


NICOTINA 


Nature  has  made  and  unmade 
The  pleasures  voluptual,  spiritual. 
So  hail,  oh  slender  white  candles, 
Oh  incense-burners  for  goddesses. 
Dream-inspiring, 

Your  sparks  so  celestially  glowing. 
Tableaus  forming 

In  the  wreathes  of  the  smoke  of  the  incense  arising — 
Skyward  ascending,  heaven-haunted  with  magic  en- 
chantment. 
Come,  let  me  light  you, 
And  inhale  your  nectarine  perfumes, 
Odoriferous,  sweet,  and  elusive. 


?  ?  ? 


A  sweet  thrill  of  love,  a  tense  throb  of  hate, 
A  master  of  life  or  a  plaything  of  Fate? 
A  whirlwind  of  passion,  confusion  of  sense, 
I  have  come,  I  will  go,  but  whither  or  whence? 
A  torture  of  feeling,  a  torment  of  thought; 
What  is  it  the  Deity  in  me  has  wrought? 
A  man  or  a  beast,  a  thing  or  a  soul? — 
Whatever  I  am,  I'm  part  of  the  whole. 
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DOUBTS 


A  spasm  of  breath  from  birth  to  death — 

Comes  there  no  other  morn? 

A  spark  of  light,  a  soul  in  flight, 

And  then? — to  darkness  gone? 

A  speck  in  space,  an  atom  in  place — 

Nowhere  to  be  reborn? 

A  music  strain,  a  moment's  pain — 

Beyond  the  gloom,  no  dawn? 

Is  this  the  lot  by  God  begot 

For  us,  His  human  kind? 

Can  we  but  trust  all  is  not  dust? 

To  each  his  goal  assigned? 

The  sense  that  gives,  the  soul  that  lives 

Die  they  or  are  they  mind? 


SEXTET 


Serene  Philosophy, 
Mind-given  Ecstasy, 

When  calmest  Contemplation  rules,  you  are  a  joy. 

When  crashing  waves  of  feeling 

Across  our  decks  come  reeling, 

We  find  you  but  a  wave-bent  straw,  a  broken  toy. 


THE  WORK  OF  GODS 

I  asked,  "What's  all  this  moonlight  for?" 

"For  me  and  you,  for  Love,"  she  said. 

"And  is  there  some  eternal  law 

Of  Love?"  I  asked.   Her  cheek  flushed  red; 

And  then  I  saw  her  eyes  ablaze 

And  knew  I  had  a  woman's  praise. 

I  thought  of  Art  and  gazed  at  stars; 
She  talked  of  Love  and  gazed  at  me. 
I  turned  my  eyes  from  shining  Mars, 
And  looked  upon  her  fearingly, 
And  then  I  knew  that  she  was  fair — 
Across  my  face  a  wisp  of  hair. 

The  thing  was  done  and  we  were  married; 
But  still  the  stars  kept  calling  me 
As  by  some  lake  or  stream  I  tarried. 
But  she — she  loved  me  passionately; 
She  talked  of  love  beneath  the  moon 
And  scolded  me  at  every  noon. 
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QUATRAIN 

I  left  my  Love,  I  left  her  there; 
At  dawn  I  left  her  nightly  bower. — 
The  sun  burst  through  the  misty  air 
And  smiled  upon  a  dying  flower. 
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FORFEITED 


She  sent  a  rose,  a  wild  rose,  to  me, 
Meant  for  a  token  of  her  love  for  me. 
And  I  sent  nothing  back  but  waited  there 
Until  upon  my  brows  the  lines  of  care 
Had  marked  the  mocking  irony  of  years, 
Till  dry  my  eyes,  and  crystal  all  my  tears. 
She  never  came  and  no  more  roses  came, 
But  I  worked  on  to  feed  the  sacred  flame. 


ADVISE 


If  in  the  arms  of  Venus  you 

Are  bound,  break  not  from  strong  taboo 

Too  soon  or  Lady  Love  will  fly 

Away,  but  quietly  step  nigh 

And  softly  speak  of  lovely  things 

And  gently  take  away  her  wings. 

Then  let  taboo  go  hang  herself, 

And  custom,  musty  on  the  shelf 

Of  time,  will  never  stop  embraces 

Or  come  between  your  lip-locked  faces. 


SKULL-CHASED 


In  the  lonely  land  of  the  lonely  dead, 
Where  the  grass  is  gray  and  the  flowers  are  fled, 
Where  the  cracked  rocks  grin  and  the  church  spires 
spin, 

And  the  hanging  clouds  in  the  sky  blood-red. 

When  the  wind  doth  moan  through  the  withered  trees, 
Then  the  ghost  men  walk  at  their  lonely  ease, 
While  the  demon  sleeps  and  the  white  mist  creeps, 
That  with  stealth  has  come  from  the  billowy  seas. 

Now  many  a  sight  in  my  time  I've  seen, 
To  many  a  place  in  my  wanderings  been: 
Where  the  night-sun  glimmers  and  the  emerald  shim- 
mers 

On  the  iceberg's  side  with  a  ghastly  green, 

Where  the  mountain  breathes  with  a  breath  of  flame, 
Where  the  elephant  roams  with  a  power  untame, 
And  the  pigmies  dwell  in  a  jungle  dell — 
But  none  have  I  seen  that  with  this  I  would  name. 
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One  dark  awful  morn  I  walked  on  its  stones, 
When  I  stumbled  hard  on  a  pack  of  bones. 
With  a  groaning  grumble  and  a  moaning  mumble 
They  awoke — they  did — those  petrified  bones. 

And  the  hanging  clouds  in  the  sky  bloodred 
Took  on  the  shape  of  a  demon's  head, 
And  hot  with  the  breath  of  a  living  death 
Blew  the  wind  in  the  eyes  of  the  blinking  dead. 

BUt  rattling,  the  bones  arose  and  became 

A  white  greenish  form,  a  mildewed  frame 

Of  loose-jointed  bones  on  that  pile  of  stones, 

With  the  dark  light  of  death  in  its  eye  untame. 

With  a  ghastly  grin  on  its  ghastly  face 

It  bowed  to  me  with  a  ghastlier  grace. 

"I,  the  Duke  of  Nark,  before  light  was  dark, 

He  began  to  say,  "had  a  lordly  place." 

Then  he  rattled  his  skeleton  fingers  at  me: 
"I  was  then  as  soft  and  rounded  as  thee, 
As  the  Duke  of  Nark  before  light  was  dark, 
But  now  I'm  as  brittle  as  brittle  can  be." 
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Then  he  broke  off  a  rib  from  his  skeleton  frame. 
He  seemed  to  play  and  to  laugh  at  the  game. 
When  I  cried,  "Oh  Heaven,"  he  broke  off  seven 
And  flung  them  at  me  as  if  I  were  to  blame. 

I  picked  up  the  bones  as  they  rattling  fell 
And  handed  them  back  to  my  friend  from  hell. 
His  left  eye,  which  was  not,  did  gape  like  a  pot, 
But  he  took  them  back  with  a  grace  and  said,  "Well." 

Then  he  shoved  them  in  through  the  crack  in  his  face, 
And  his  head,  that  looked  like  a  warrior's  mace, 
Turned  round  on  its  hinge  with  a  dull  greenish  fringe 
Of  mildew  for  the  softness  of  flesh  in  its  place. 

It  squeaked  like  a  rusty  key  as  it  turned 
And  his  only  eye  Cyclopean  burned. 
With  a  grate  and  a  squeak  and  a  rattling  creak 
Skull-ivory  the  air  celestial  churned; 

And  around  and  around  it  twisted  and  twined, 
Till  methought  that  skull  could  have  left  no  mind. 
Its  ghoulish  eye  flashed  fire  to  the  sky, 
Till  I  thought  myself  to  the  devil  consigned. 
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With  a  crackling  noise  in  the  land  of  the  dead, 
That  ivory  ball  that  had  served  for  a  head, 
Its  last  time  turned  round;  then  fell  to  the  ground 
And  rattling  with  fright  the  skeleton  fled. 

Then,  perceiving  the  flight  of  its  comrade  bones, 
The  skull  clanked  and  clattered  with  ghastly  groans, 
In  hottest  pursuit  of  that  headless  gallute, 
Who  would  leave  his  head  on  a  heap  of  stones. 

And  this  is  the  last  I  saw  of  my  friend. 
Perhaps  they  are  chasing  still  round  the  bend 
Of  the  grinning  rocks  and  the  withered  stalks — 
Perhaps  this  is  what  they  will  do  to  the  end 

In  the  lonely  land  of  the  lonely  dead, 
Where  the  grass  is  gray  and  the  flowers  are  fled, 
Where  the  cracked  rocks  grin  and  the  church  spires 
spin, 

With  the  hanging  clouds  in  the  sky  blood  red. 
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SONNET 


Our  hearts  have  ached,  our  brains  have  weary  grown, 
And  sleepless  nights  we've  paced  our  floors  to  know 
What  God  can  mean  to  mortals  here  below, 
Who  seem  like  chaff  by  winds  of  winter  blown. 
If  God  there  be,  to  us  He  is  unknown, 
Unless  we  trust,  with  mighty  heave  and  throe 
Of  soul,  a  higher  sense  than  thought,  and  lo 
We  then  begin  to  know  the  God  unknown. 

No  paltry  Thunderer  from  Sinai's  height, 

No  mystic  Deity  from  eastern  land, 

No  creedal  God,  no  God  of  love  or  spite, 

But  more — The  God  of  all.    His  thought  has  spanned 

The  universe,  He  is  the  universe; 

He  is  its  blessing  and  its  only  curse. 
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SONNET 


Away,  fool  Life!  Are  you  illusion  still? 

Remains  there  aught  but  dreaded  circumstance, 

That  leads  us  all  a  wild  and  woeful  dance, — 

A  formless  Fury  fancying  every  ill, 

While  hell-smiling  delusion  curbs  the  will 

And  wreathes  that  leering  lie,  thy  countenance? 

But  hold,  what  means  that  wistful-lingering  glance 

Whose  earnest  depths  the  kindling  flamelets  fill? 

Perhaps  I  wrong  Thee  in  excess  of  woe. 
Forgive  the  faulty  fancies  of  my  grief. 
We  hope,  for  we  unknowing  cannot  know, 
And  dawning  faith  affords  some  sad  relief. 
Thought  follows  thought;  each  with  a  brighter  glow 
Reflects  the  past  and  grows  to  strong  belief. 


SONNET 
PSYCHOANALYZE 

"Rob  Robertson,  a  good-for-nothing  lad," 
They  said,  "who  talks  such  foolish  nonsense — stuff 
About  himself.    He's  rude,  unlearned,  and  rough. 
There's  something  queer  about  him — something  bad," 
They  said.    And  when  he  heard  them  he  was  sad, 
Forgot,  and  played  and  made  off  being  tough 
And  wished  to  be  a  gunman  bad  enough, 
But  when  he  grew  a  man  it  made  him  mad. 

And  raging  so  one  day  he  grabbed  his  pole 
And  went  off  fishing — there  to  calm  his  soul? 
They  found  him  at  the  bottom  of  the  river. 
They  all  remembered  what  before  they'd  said; 
But  what  of  that?    They  all  began  to  shiver. 
What  did  they  say  when  Robertson  was  dead? 
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SONNET  —  WORKERS 


There  was  a  man — his  name,  it  matters  not — 

Who  lived  alone  upon  a  barren  hill, 

Where  he  had  rented  one  small  farm  to  till. 

The  neighbors  said  'twas  strange,  for  he  had  brought 

With  him  a  store  of  gold  and  goods,  a  lot 

Of  things  that  poor  men  could  not  have  at  will. 

"Now  why  do  you,  who  can  pay  any  bill, 

Stick  here  like  a  blue  fly  on  paper  caught?" 

A  drawling,  twisted  farmer  asked  him  once. 

"I  wish  to  be  of  use,"  the  rich  man  said, 

"And  work  like  other  men  to  earn  my  bread." 

The  farmers  shook  their  heads.    "He's  sure  a  dunce," 

They  thought;  some  said  aloud  that  it  was  funny, 

But  all  said  "Sir"  to  him,  for  he  had  money. 


SONNET 


Rome,  Carthage,  Persia,  Nineveh,  Babylon 
All-hailed  the  glory  of  the  War  God's  dread 
Imperial  might  and  drank  his  nectar  red 
And  flushed  to  hear  the  blast  of  his  shrill  horn. 

Carthage  is  dust,  imperial  Rome  is  gone, 
And  Alexander's  laurels  are  all  dead; 
On  Ecbatana's  splendor  worms  have  fed, 
In  ashes  Nineveh  and  Babylon. 

Oh  glory-bearing  Mars,  great  God  of  War, 

You  came  with  smiling  lips  while  hymns  were  sung, 

Firing  a  nation's  blood  with  music  wild. 

Oh  glory-bearing  Mars,  great  God  of  War, 

Why  fades  your  smile?    I  heard  the  death-bells  rung, 

And  hark!  the  dirge  is  sung.    I  thought  you  smiled. 
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TO  AN  IMPRISONED  WATERFALL 


Hail,  once  whirling  wave  and  liquid  light 
Crimsoned  with  the  blood  of  the  sunken  sun 
You  hurled  your  thundering  legions  down  that  height. 
Shake  off  the  dead,  dry  years;  once  more  arise, 
And  whirl  your  crashing  battle's  watery  dun 
In  flaming  mist  up  to  the  purpling  skies. 
Burst  forever  those  dykes,  your  long  despair — 
Like  the  cloud-spirit  that  prisoning  form  defies, 
Brother  of  storm  and  lightning,  leap  to  share 
The  gilded  glory  of  Apollo's  throne, 
Before  the  sullen  night  comes  brooding  there; 
Nor  yield  to  silence  a  voice  that  is  your  own, 
But  reign  within  your  region  still  supreme, 
Untroubled  by  the  weaker  godheads'  dream. 
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AN  OCTAVE 


I  met  a  man  who  told  me  things  forbid — 

An  old  young  man;  black  dust  his  visage  hid: — 

"A  mighty  city  stands  upon  a  plain, 
Girt  round  with  nature's  wild,  yet  fair,  domain, 
Five  hundred  thousand  men  the  city  boasts; 
Five  hundred  fiery  monsters  rule  these  hosts. 
Five  hundred  foundries  slinging  smoke  and  flame 
Its  science  and  democracy  proclaim." 
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TWELVE  LINES 


Spartacus  is  gone  and  the  Gracchi  are  dust, 
Rosa  Luxembourg  lies  in  a  martyr's  tomb, 
Victor  Hugo's  pen  is  all  covered  with  rust, 
But  still  Freedom  weaves  on  her  merciless  loom. 
While  Garrison  sleeps  in  a  glorified  grave, 
Lincoln,  at  rest  in  the  earth  is  dreaming, 
Of  a  man  whom  they  freed,  who  yet  is  a  slave. — 
In  the  harbor  the  lantern  of  liberty  gleaming; 
While  the  wild  mob  is  howling  like  a  beast  at  its  prey. 
Oh  pilots  of  Freedom,  forgetful  of  grieving, 
Aboard!  Brave  comrades,  aboard  and  away! 
The  white  sails  are  bellying;  let  us  be  leaving. 
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WAR  GLORY 


Great  gods  of  war,  grim-eyed  and  gaunt,  play  on, 

The  game  is  just  begun,  the  board  is  set; 

But  move  and  kings  and  castles  pons  shall  be. 

Great  gods  of  war,  grim-eyed  and  gaunt,  play  on 
The  Muezzin  calls  from  the  minaret, 
But  here  the  reptiles'  silent  revelry. 
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SALUTATE  MORITURI 


Salute,  ye  elders,  now  about  to  die! 
Salute  the  rising  young  about  to  live! 
Before  swift  time  prevent  or  death  defy 
To  us  the  cheering  word  of  comrades  give. 

We  come,  a  billion  scintillating  lights, 
The  hope  renewed  of  anxious  eons  fled, 
But  not  to  do  the  ancient,  formal  rites 
For  which  the  ages  numberless  lie  dead. 

Dogma  and  creed,  convention — stagnant  pools, 
Where  "social"  sunshine,  hypocritic  light, 
Is  surface  gilding  guide  to  many  fools, 
The  blush  of  honor,  mockery  mere  of  right. 

Below  in  mud  and  slime  and  rankest  weeds 
A  coiling,  crawling  serpentine  array 
Of  ill-foreboding  ghosts  the  oozing  feeds, 
That  steal  like  thieving  worms  in  fat  decay. 


We  come,  the  young,  a  myriad  million  strong, 
Resistless  as  the  swooping  hurricane; 
Perhaps  untaught  and  crude,  but  fearless,  strong 
To  tempt  the  skies  or  helPs  unfathomed  vein. 

Your  race  is  run;  your  breath  comes  short  and  fast, 
But  as  you  pass  from  out  this  closing  day 
Look  up  and  smile,  and  let  the  dying  Past 
Salute  a  new  creation  on  its  way. 
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BOSTON 


A  Mood 

Dispenser  of  learning, 

Known  as  the  "Hub  of  the  Universe," 

Stronghold  of  the  Puritan; 

Oh  crooked,  kinked,  and  crippled  city — 

City  of  the  wizard  face 

And  the  cobwebbed  wit. 

Harbor  of  the  tea  party, 

Home  of  the  patriotic  ladies 

Howling  hypocrisies  about  their  ancestors; 

Oh  worshipping,  preying,  double-dealing  city — 

City  of  the  crooked  ways 

And  the  straight  and  narrow  creed. 
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THE  ESPLANADE  AT  SUNSET 


A  streak  of  gold,  a  splash  of  red  upon 

The  hazy  purple  sea  of  western  sky. 

The  sun's  last  arrow  shot  against  a  roof 

Falls,  glowing  crimson  with  celestial  blood. 

Lap,  lap  of  waters  as  they  lick  the  shores. 

The  spray,  a  watery  confetti  white, 

Blown  by  the  wind,  flies  from  the  paddle-stroke, 

As  a  lone  boat  upon  the  river  glides 

Like  some  lost  nursling  clinging  to  her  breast. 

The  paddle  glints  with  a  golden  speck  of  light, 

As  out  of  sight  the  boat  moves  slowly  off, 

On  to  infinite  mists  of  eveningtide. 
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FLIES 


Man  made  his  God  and  made  his  Devil 
And  man  has  talked  of  good  and  evil, 
But  loved  his  wine  and  song  and  reveL 

We  spend  our  time  in  catching  flies: 
Let  fools  be  fools  and  wisemen  wise, 
But  truths  to-day  are  future  lies. 


BEYOND 


Spirit  of  loveliness, 
Vision  of  comeliness, 

Thy  being  eludes;  imagination  can  but  borrow. 
Gleam  of  eternal  light, 
Divinest  angel  bright, 

Why  art  Thou  ever,  ever  hiding  in  the  morrow? 

Thou  art  a  calling  star, 
Thy  summons  heard  afar 

From  some  imagined  paradise  of  sound  ethereal. 

The  eye  alone  is  given 

The  rainbow  in  the  heaven 

With  thousand  colors  woven  in  a  woof  aerial; 

And  so  to  hope  alone 

Thy  visioned  light  is  known, 

And  all  we  know  of  Thee  is  what  our  hopes  may  dare: 
The  stirrings  of  a  mind, 
Imaginings  refined, 

Creative  music,  measured  rhymes,  that  shame  despair. 
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What  beauty  sits  upon 

Thy  brow,  when  silent  dawn 

Like  a  true-lover  with  his  quivering  lips  red  golden 
Kisses  the  maiden  Earth 
And  glorifies  her  worth 

With  lovelit  haloes  that  her  fearing  heart  embolden. 

So  would  I  come  to  Thee, 
Giver  of  liberty, 

Along  the  Skyey  pathway  golden,  where  Thou  art 

calling, 
Unseen,  a  voice  of  hope 
On  heaven's  climbing  slope — 

Far  up  the  doming  blue,  where  dewy  stars  are  falling. 

Lover  of  present  joys, 
Nor  seeking  fancied  toys, 

No  moment  is  too  swift  or  sweet  but  Thou  hast  taken 

The  honey-dew  of  living; 

And  life  was  glad  in  giving, 

For  Thou  alone  the  joy  of  life  hast  not  forsaken. 


PASSING 

A  snowflake  melted  in  an  ocean's  brine, 
A  lily  fallen  in  the  wild  wind's  rush, 
The  sun's  last  ray  faded  in  night's  dark  line, 
A  laugh — and  now  the  hollow,  haunting  hush. 
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QUATRAIN 

The  thoughts  I  think,  the  songs  I  sing, 
Whence  have  they  come,  where  will  they  go? 
The  first,  the  last,  and  everything, 
Whence  have  they  come,  where  will  they  go? 
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